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What Ihould I docjto make him know I loy e him, 
Fori would faine enjoy him? Say I ventur d 
To let him free what faies the law then - i hus much 
Far La w,or kindred : I will doe if» 

And this night, or to morrow he fhall love me. Exit 

Scxm 4. Enter Thefem^UipolitafPmtho^ 
This fliort do. Emilia • tArciie with a Garland, 

ietsfnd 0 "' 7¥; You have done worthily? . I have not feene 
Showtej wich- Sin« Hercules a man of tougher fynewes; 
in. What ere you arc, you run the belt, and wraftle. 

That thefc times can allow. 

Arcite. I am proud to pleafe you* 

\ Thef. What Count! te bred you ? 

Arcite, This; but far off,Frince. 

Thef. Are you a Gentleman ? 

Arcite. My father faidfo; 

And to thofc gentle ufes gave me life. 

Theft Areyouhisheue ? 
zArcite. Hi* yongeft Sir* 

Thef. Your Father . 

Sure is a happy Sire then : what prooves you r 
tArcite. A little of all noble Qualities •• 

I could have kept a Hawke,and well have holloa d 
To a deepe crie of Dogges ; I dare not praife 
My feat in horlemanftiip : yet they that knew me 
Would fay it was my beft pecce : laft.and greater., 

I would be thought a Souldier . 

Thef You are perfed. 

*Pirith. Vpoamy foul e, a proper man. 

Emilia. Heisfo. 

Per. How doe you like him Ladie ? 

Hip. I admire him, 

I have not feene fo yong a man,fo noble 
(If he fay true,)of his fort. 

Emil. Beleeve, 

Hie mother was a wondrous bandfome woman, 
His face me thinkes, goes that way. 

Hjh. But his Body 
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Breakes through his baler garments. 

To fuch a well-found wondcr,M thy wotth, 

Fooncly in thy Court. ofalltke world 

dwells faire-eyd honor. . 

tp. r All his words are worthy . 

The} Sir,we are much endebted to your traveS! p 

Difpofe of this faire Gentleman. 

in. Jo [.Lord hirhirc birch- day .with your VCTC'ICSj 
And as your due y’ar tor. thrift berfairchmd Sir. 

jirc Sir v’ar a noble Giver i deareft Bewtie, 

Thus let mefealemy vowd faith: when your Servant 
(Your molt unworthie Creature) but offends you. 
Command him die, he (halt. 

Emtl. That were too crucll. , 

If vou deferve well Sir ; 1 (hall foone fee tt (you* 

Y’artnine.aud fomewhat better than your raacke lleuw 
f per. lie lee you furni{h’d,and becaufe you fay 
You are a horfeman, I mull needs intrearyou 
This after noone to ride,but tis a rough one. 

esfre. I like him better (Prince) I Ihall not then 
Freeze in my Saddle. u - 

7 kef. Sweet, you muft be readie. 

And youSmilia , and you (Friend) andall 
To morrow by the Sun,to doe oblervance 

To flowry May, mT>ians wood : waite well Sif 
VponyourMiftris :! £we/y,Ihope 

Helhallnotgocafoote. . • 

F Ettwl* 







